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humanity that was coursing like an intoxication through the veins
of a great people waking from sleep:

" France standing on the top of golden hours
And human nature seeming born again."

Many, unwisely as it afterwards turned out, crossed the Channel
and imbibed at the source new and generous sympathies.

But, when the Paris mob threatened the life of the Queen and
insulted the King, sober Britons began to have their doubts. The
King of England was no genius. But his people were genuinely fond
of him and looked on a decent respect for the throne as a sign of
good citizenship. Old Nobbs, as they called him, had been reigning
for nearly thirty years, and, though he had had his full and often
deserved share of unpopularity and troubles, his natural friendliness
and good humour and the personal integrity of his life had finally
turned him into a national institution. Since the end of the Ameri-
can War and the revival of prosperity under the brilliant young
Minister whom he had so boldly placed in office, George Ill's
popularity had risen by leaps and bounds. Not even the extrava-
gance and indiscretions of his eldest son were able to detract from it:
indeed by contrast they enhanced it. When in the autumn of 1788
the King's natural " rapid and rarnbling volubility " degenerated
under the strain of insomnia into insanity, there was widespread
grief and alarm.

He recovered suddenly at a time when hope had been almost
abandoned. While the States General was meeting at Versailles,
England was giving itself up to a round of thanksgiving services,
illuminations and roasted oxen. That summer the royal holiday
pilgrimage to Weymouth became a triumph, his Majesty driving
through flower-strewn villages and grassy forest rides lined with
cheering multitudes: the country folk turning out with artless,
loyalty in their broadcloth, loose white frocks and neckcloths, while
chariots, chaises, landaus, carts, waggons, gigs and phaetons, drawn
up in democratic disarray under the trees, shimmered with fluttering
handkerchiefs. At Lyndhurst the King on an evening walk was
accompanied by the entire village repeatedly singing the National
Anthem.
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